CHAPTER 36 


May 19, 2011 


“Oh fuck you, shuffle.” 


It was early in the morning, about 6:00ish or so; way earlier than when Justin 
normally woke up. But then, that was because he hadn’t gone to sleep in the first 
place. Chie had insisted on staying over at Justin’s house to keep an eye on him, as 
per the doctor’s order. He appreciated the gesture, but there was no way in hell 
Justin would ever be able to sleep knowing Chie would be watching him the whole 
time. Not that he could sleep anyway, he had been unconscious for a good six hours 
at the hospital, so he was finding trouble keeping his eyes shut long enough for him 
to sleep. 


All the same, Chie had insisted on keeping an eye on Justin. Justin knew better from 
the looks on her face though. She was absolutely exhausted, probably from 
worrying so much as she waited with Justin at the hospital. She needed sleep, but 
there was no way in hell she would as long as Justin was awake. Which presented a 
dilemma because Justin simply could not sleep with her eyes on him like that. It was 
freakin’ weird. Instead, Justin opted to close his eyes for a while. If he had kept his 
eyes open, Chie would probably try to talk to him, or interact with him in SOME form 
of another. It took what seemed like hours before Justin could hear her breathing 
slow down, indicating that she had fallen asleep herself. He couldn’t blame her, 
even though she was SUPPOSED to stay up. If you had to watch someone just 
breathing for a good hour or so, you would fall asleep to. 


He opened his eyes only slightly in case she was still awake before turning has gaze 
over to Chie. Sure enough, she had fallen fast asleep, still sitting up on the couch. 
Justin smiled slightly before making his way off of the couch. He wasn’t tired, and he 
had time to kill. The only problem was finding something that wouldn’t wake Chie 
up. It took a minute, but Justin eventually settled to just listening to his iPod for a 
while. A while turned into hours, six of them to be precise. Justin was surprised his 
battery hadn’t died given how shitty apple products were. He was enjoying just 
listening to music for a while when a particular song started playing. 


Machinehead, by Bush. 


Normally Justin rather liked the song, especially at a sporting event of some sort. 
Hell he was even enjoying it now until the first verse kicked in. 


Breathe in. Breathe out. 


Breathe in. Breathe out. 


Breathe in. 


Justin couldn’t stop himself from groaning. Yeah, this is exactly the song he wanted 
to hear when he was attached to a god damn oxygen tank. What next, Electric Eye? 
Justin should have kept his mouth shut, because that is exactly what the next song 
was. As he told his iPod to fuck off, he noticed some slight movement out of the 
corner of his eye. Chie’s head had rotated slightly. She had probably heard Justin 
shouting obscenities at his iPod, much to his displeasure. He didn’t mean to wake 
her up. Chie’s eyes slowly twitched open, though not all the way. 


“Justin...?” 
“Oh... hey...” 


Chie yawned slightly before stretching a bit. Her hair was sticking up slightly; ruffled 
by the couch she had been resting it on for the last six hours. Justin couldn’t help 
but smile slightly. Even when she looked like a mess she was still beautiful. 


“What time is it...? | didn’t sleep in did I!?” 


Her barely audible speech soon turned into full-blown panic. Justin couldn’t 
understand why, they had been able to sneak into school before. Besides, it was still 
a good two hours before school started. There was no rush. 


“It’s 6:00. | just woke up a little early is all.” 


Justin had expected the explanation to calm down Chie, but instead it only seemed 
to make her panic more for some reason. 


“6:00!? Shit!” 


She jumped up off the couch and started rummaging around the house, most likely 
looking for her backpack. Justin raised an eyebrow in confusion. She didn’t have 
any clothes to change into last night, so she was already dressed for school, plus 
they had two hours left. It was about a half hour walk tops from Justin’s house; more 
than enough time to eat and brush their teeth before leaving. 


“Whoa, whoa, calm down, we have plenty of time...!” 


“We have to eat, brush our teeth, | have to fix my hair, we have to carry that 
oxygen tank--” 


Justin had completely forgotten all about the oxygen tank. It would take them a bit 
longer than normal to walk there, but even then, it seemed like Chie was getting a 
little worked up over nothing. | mean, at most it would take a half hour to get ready, 
right? They had TWO hours. Nothing to get worked up over. 


“Chie, calm down. We have plenty of time.” 


Justin went over and put his hands on her shoulders, trying to keep her from 
fidgeting about any more than she had. It wasn’t really working, from the way her 
eyes were darting about the room, as though trying to map out her route through 
the house. Justin sighed before letting loose his hold on Chie’s shoulders, Chie 
dashing away from him as she made her way around the house to get ready for the 
school day. Justin just shook his head slightly. Her parents were a lot stricter than 
she made it sound. 


Chie made her way over to one of the cabinets, looking around for something to 
eat. Of course, she wasn’t having much luck finding cereal, or anything like that. 


“Where do you keep the breakfast stuff?” 

“Huh? Oh, | don’t eat breakfast. Makes me sick to my stomach.” 
“Well you've got to have something!” 

“| probably have some bread somewhere if you want to make toast.” 


Chie haphazardly threw stuff around in Justin’s cabinet looking for the bread. He 
sort of understood why she had been panicking so much. She had been tossing stuff 
around looking for the bread the entire time when it had been just to the left of her. 
He sighed slightly. Maybe two hours WASN'T enough. 


Justin and Chie made their way over to their seats, only ten minutes or so before the 
bell rang. Justin sighed slightly. Never had he seen someone so unorganized in all 
his life in the morning. Hell, Justin only threw his clothes on and brushed his teeth in 
the morning, and that took two minutes. Chie had like two or three more things to 
do, and it took her almost two hours. It was ridiculous. 


Justin looked around the room slightly as he relaxed into his seat. People were 
giving him more than a few strange looks, more than likely because he had tubes 
sticking out of his nose and a giant metal tank leaning up against his desk. He 
looked completely stupid, and he knew it; though that didn’t mean he was okay 
with everyone starring at him like that. He had started regretting leaving the 
hospital at this point. He might have feared for his organs every twelve seconds, but 
at least people wouldn't be looking at him like he was some sort of freak. 


“Geeze, what happened to him...?” 
“What's that thing sticking out of his nose?” 
“Eew, that’s so gross!” 


Justin sighed slightly before plunging his head into his arms. Maybe if he just 
suffocated himself enough he wouldn’t have to deal with this kind of stuff. Chie had 


turned her head towards Justin as a few of the comments had met her ears. She 
was pissed off to say the least, though that was overshadowed more by her concern 
for Justin. He usually didn’t care what people thought about him, but looking at him 
now, he looked like he was on his wit’s end. 


“H-Hey. Don’t listen to those guys...” 

“Why not? They’re right. | mean look at me.” 
“You look fine. Just a little different is all.” 

“| don’t WANT to be different, Chie!” 


There was a brief pause between the two. Looking at him now, Justin’s eyes had 
been tearing up slightly. Of all the things that he had gone through in the last 
month, this was the thing that had sent Justin over the edge. It was hard for Chie to 
wrap her mind around, though she understood him nonetheless. Who wants to be 
known as that weird kid with tubes sticking out of their nose. Justin sighed slightly 
before planting his skull back between his arms; mostly so Chie wouldn’t see the 
tears in his eyes. Justin refused to let anyone know that he had cried over 
something is trivial as this. They’d never let it go. 


The sounds of familiar voices soon reached Justin’s ears. It seemed that Yu and 
Yosuke were talking about something as they made their way into the classroom. 
From the sounds of it, it had to do with Kanji. He discreetly brushed his face against 
the side of his sleeve, wiping away all traces of the water in his eyes before looking 
up again. 


“Oh hey, Justin’s back. Feeling bett--Holy crap! What’s with those tubes?” 
“Oh fuck off Yosuke.” 


Chie elbowed Yosuke in his gut. Justin was already having a hard time listening to 
this shit without one of his friends ragging on him for it too. He slammed his head 
back into his arm rest. He had hoped at the very least his friends would understand, 
but apparently that was too much to ask from Yosuke. 


“Ow, what was that for!” 
“For being a jerk!” 
“Well | didn’t mean it like that!” 


“I’m a little confused. | thought you said the doctor said he was fine?” Yu piped up. 
He seemed slightly concerned, but then, that wasn’t what Justin was looking for 
from his friends. He didn’t want compassion; he wanted them to act like it wasn’t 
even there. 


“He is. They said he needs to use an oxygen tank for the next few days, though. Just 
in case.” 


“I see...” Yukiko added. 


Justin raised his eyebrow slightly. He hadn’t heard Yukiko come in. She must have 
come in with Yu and Yosuke. She didn’t talk much so it wouldn’t really surprise 
Justin. It didn’t matter anyway. The conversation they were holding on the matter 
was interrupted by the sound of someone rushing through the door, shouting in 
excitement. 


“Hey everyone! They posted the test scores!” 


“Argh... The awful moment of truth...” Yosuke paused for a moment, groaning 
before continuing. “Oh well... Want to check it out?” 


Justin lifted his head back up, facing it towards the door so that no one would see 
the tubes sticking up his nose. The class had practically been stampeding out to see 
the scores they had gotten. He couldn’t understand why. He was just sick to his 
stomach thinking what he could have scored. After the initial wave of students had 
stampeded outside to look at the score, Yu and Yosuke made their way outside, 
followed by Yukiko. Chie stayed behind with Justin though. 


“Hey, want to go see what you got?” 

“Not really.” 

“C’mon, it’ll be fun. I’ll let you look at what | got.” 
“| could look at that at any time.” 

“W-well, yeah | suppose...” 


Justin sighed slightly before standing up. He was gonna hear about it anyway, might 
as well just see what he got for himself. Besides, he just wanted to get out of this 
room for a bit. He grabbed a hold of his oxygen tank before slowly making his way 
out of the room. Chie was going to offer to help, but she figured that Justin wanted 
to do it on his own. It took a couple minutes of walking, partially because of the 
heavy tank he had been holding, partially because of the huge traffic jams in the 
hallways. Either way, he had made his way to the board only short moments after 
the rest of the gang. 


“Alright let’s see what we got here...” Yosuke spoke up, examining the board for 
any trace of his name. Only, instead of starting from the top, he started from the 
bottom. It made sense when you thought about it. He’d have to read fewer names 
that way. 


“Let’s see... Hanamura, 76. HaHA. And you said | was going to fail.” 


Justin shrugged. He was surprised Yosuke had managed to pass when he had 
skipped an entire fourth of the test. He guessed the essays just didn’t count for 
much, much to his relief. 


“Huh. Wait a second, | didn’t see any of your names below mine.” 


“Wait really?” Chie seemed excited, to say the least. She had hoped that Yosuke 
hadn’t just missed her name along the way. 


“Wait, does that mean | did worst than Chie!?” 


Justin chuckled slightly, for a number of reasons. One, this only went to prove that 
Yosuke was the dumbest member of the investigation team. Secondly, that meant 
Chie had done at the very least decent on her test. Hopefully her parents would 
approve. 


“Hold on, let me see... Satonaka, 81” 
“YES! In your face Yosuke!” 


“Dude, don’t be such a sore winner. Wait. What about Justin? | don’t see his name 
anywhere.” 


Yosuke checked the list over again, starting from the bottom like usual. There was 
no way in hell he thought he would do worse than someone who didn’t pay 
attention in class and didn’t study. Though, his investigation was soon interrupted 
when he saw Yukiko’s jaw drop out of the corner of his eye. 


“Huh? What’s wrong Yukiko?” 


She didn’t respond, she was too busy starring at something. Yosuke was a little 
confused, did she not do so good this year. He decided to direct his attention to the 
area that Yukiko had been starring at. His jaw dropped almost immediately upon 
seeing what she had been starring at. 


“Huh? What’s gotten into you two.” Chie spoke up. She hadn’t really noticed that Yu 
had followed the same reaction as Yosuke and Yukiko while she had been speaking. 
Both her and Justin were a little confused themselves, so they decided to see what 
all the fuss was about. 


Near the top of the score list had been Yukiko, ranking second over-all with a score 
of 98. But that wasn’t what had caught the group’s attention; what had caused the 
entire group to start freaking out was the score above it: 


Justin Tylor - 100 


“What the hell...!” Chie spoke up. 


Justin blinked twice in quick succession. How in the fuck did that happen? He had 
guessed on most of the questions, for fuck’s sake. 


“He... He got a perfect score... H-How is that even possible! He doesn’t even stay 
awake in class!” 


“My score...” 


Yukiko didn’t seem so much flabbergasted over Justin’s score as she did her own. It 
was a very good score, even by her own standards. What had caught her off guard, 
however, was the number two preceding her name. She had always been top of her 
class on the exams, that is, until Justin just recently outscored her. Justin took a step 
back when he noticed Yukiko’s face turn slightly red. She was actually pissed that 
she got a lower grade than him. 


“He didn’t even study... What the hell is going one!?” Yosuke simply couldn’t wrap 
his mind around it. Hell, Justin couldn’t either. | mean, he GUESSED on most of 
them. Not to mention his essay was probably complete shit. | mean, he started it off 
with “I hate everything.” | mean, yeah it’s a good hook and all, but Jesus that as to 
be the most awkward thing to read. Yu locked his jaw back in place before turning 
over to Justin. 


“Who are you and what have you done with Justin!?” 


It was the end of the day, and everyone had made their way back over to Junes to 
go after Kanji again. Even Justin tagged along, though that was partially because he 
wasn’t allowed to be in his house alone for the next few days. 


“Alright, everyone all set?” 

“Ready.” 

“Whoa, whoa, what do you think you’re doing?” 
“Going in the television?” 

“Not with that oxygen tank you’re not.” 


Justin sighed. He knew this kind of thing would happen. They weren’t entirely wrong 
either, though Justin still wanted to go in. Kanji’s life was in danger after all, and five 
people, even if one is practically dying, are better than four. 


“But--“ 
“No but’s.” Yu interrupted him. “Until you get better you need to stay out here.” 


Justin huffed slightly before Chie turned towards him. 


“Don’t worry, we'll be fine. We'll get Kanji out of there no problem.” 


Justin smiled slightly. Maybe she was right. They weren’t children and Justin wasn’t 
their babysitter. They can handle themselves just fine without them. Hell, they have 
on a few occasions. 


“Alright, alright. You’ve convinced me.” 

“Well that was fast.” 

“Shut up, Yosuke.” 

“See, sounds like you’re getting better already.” 


And with that, the four of them departed into the television, leaving Justin behind to 
his tank. He huffed slightly. It hadn’t really occurred to him that now he was trapped 
in a mall with an oxygen tank. And it’s not like he could just run back home and give 
everyone a call. There was no service in the other world, plus Chie would give him 
hell if she found out he was all alone. That was another thing that bugged Justin. 
There was no way in hell Chie was going to be able to keep this charade up keeping 
an eye on his breathing. Her parents were just too strict to let her sleep over at 
Yukiko’s for three days straight. They’d need to work something out. 


All the same Justin slowly made his way to the food court. If he was going to look 
like an idiot in public, he was going to do it with a hamburger in his mouth. He 
grabbed some food and took a seat at the usual meeting spot. He figured that 
would be the first place they’d look for him anyway. Now all he had to do was wait 
like four hours or so for them to do their business. It doesn’t sound so bad at first, 
until you realize just how boring sitting at a table by yourself is. Yeah, he could have 
gotten up and gone shopping, but he was still saving up for a replacement guitar, 
AND he’d have to lug his tank with him everywhere. It just wouldn’t work out in the 
long run. Instead, he was stuck with himself and his thoughts as the time passed. 


A perfect score, huh... And they always told me that | needed to study more. Yet 
here | am, paying no attention in school and scoring perfect grades. Maybe studying 
wasn’t the solution, maybe it was the problem. Still, Yukiko seemed really mad 
about losing her top spot. | wonder if her parents expect that out of her. That seems 
more akin to Chie’s parents, but knowing Yukiko’s grades, | wouldn’t entirely doubt 
it. That brings up another topic; Chie did pretty good on the test. At least, by her 
standards. | just hope that’s enough for her parents. 


You know, | still haven’t met her parents. | wonder if they even know Chie and me 
are dating. | mean, they don’t exactly sound like the type who would approve, if 
even understand. | don’t know. Maybe | should hang out with Chie at her house for 
once. | mean, it should be fine if they have a good reason to be there. Studying in 
the living room wouldn't be suspicious right? | mean, it might be for me since | don’t 


study, but whatever. Maybe | should bring the oxygen tank along, get some 
sympathy points from her parents. 


Gah, what am I| saying. | don’t want her parents thinking I’m some sort of cripple. | 
just need it temporarily, right? Besides, they should be able to like me on my own 
merits. So long as | don’t curse up a storm like usual, it shouldn’t be a problem... 
Maybe I’m just getting ahead of myself here. Chie will ask me to come over to her 
house when she’s comfortable with that, right? | mean, yeah | have an empty 
house, so we can pretty much do anything there... Maybe | should reword that. 


Justin’s thoughts went on like this in a circle for what seemed like only moments. By 
the time he noticed the rest of the team making their way back around, he had to 
laugh himself back into reality. Four hours just thinking about what to do about 
Chie’s parents. What in the hell had to be wrong with him? He was about to give 
everyone a big greeting, though he noticed a few things off. First of all, Kanji wasn’t 
with them. It was disappointing, though he supposed Kanji wasn’t in any real danger 
until it started to rain again. That’s when the fog would come back around. That’s 
not really what had caught him off guard though. 


“Oh... H-Hey Justin...” Chie spoke up, stuttering slightly. 
“Jesus Chie, what happened to your eye.” 


Chie had gotten a black eye on the left side of her face. Kind of ironic when Justin 
thought about it, but that was besides the point. What the hell happened in there? 


“Huh? Oh... | uh...” 


She stammered a bit trying to think of a good excuse. It didn’t matter. Justin had a 
good idea what had happened. Whatever they had been doing in their, they got 
their assess royally kicked. Hell Yosuke looked even worse than Chie. He actually 
had an open cut or two along his cheek, on top of a few bruises. Yukiko was the only 
one who didn’t seem like she had any noticeable injuries, much to Justin’s 
astoneishment. 


“Please tell me Kanji’s still alright.” 
“Y-yeah, we didn’t make it that far yet...” 
“What?” 


“That place is huge, we got up like, six, maybe seven floors maybe before we got 
mauled by FREAKIN’ TIGERS.” Yosuke interrupted the conversation between the 
two. 


Justin placed his hand against his forehead. Great, so now everyone was injured. He 
should have known better than to just let them do everything on their own. | mean, 
Justin didn’t have Persona like they did, and he was still sick, but he could have 


helped SOME way. Instead, Kanji was still up there, possibly dealing with his shadow 
as they spoke. He sighed slightly. 


“God, | knew | should have helped.” 


“It’s alright mine. We can take some time, regroup, and go back in tomorrow. | 
mean, we already cleared out seven floors of those things already, right? How much 
further could we possibly have to go?” 


“Alright, so we’re doing this again tomorrow?” Yu said. It was combination of a 
command and asking for confirmation. Like he was saying, ‘this is the plan, you 
guys in?’ 


“Yeah, sounds good to me.” 


“Alright then... I’m heading home. Dojima’s supposed to be out today, so | should 
keep an eye on Nanako.” 


Yu soon left to take care of his affairs, followed by Yosuke and Yukiko only brief 
moments later. Justin turned to Chie, who had taken a seat just next to him at the 
table. 


“You're staying at my house again, right?” 
“Huh? Yeah, why?” 


“Because there is no way in hell you’re going to be getting that black eye by your 
parents.” 


“Is it that bad?” Chie said, slightly concerned, slightly embarrassed. 


“Eh, give it a day. Still, don’t you need to get some clothes or something? You've 
been wearing those for two days now...” 


“Well | was going to pick some up on the way to your house. Why?” 
“With that black eye? You don’t think they’re going to question you?” 
“I'll just tell them | got in a fight at school.” 

“That’s not a much better exposition.” 

“Relax, it'll be fine.” 


“Yeah, that’s what you said before you entered the TV four hours ago, now look at 
you.” 


“Alright, so | might have been a little off base...” 


“A little?” 


“Alright, a lot.” 

Justin shook his head slightly, before letting loose a small puff of hot air. 
“And what was this | heard about tigers?” 

“Ugh... | never want to go to a zoo again.” 

“Well at the zoo you can throw peanuts at them.” 

“Isn't that against the rules?” 

“Ugh, fine. Rocks. There’s no rule against rocks.” 

“Please tell me you haven’t done that before.” 


“Only once. That gorilla had it coming.” 


